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Before the storm... 


Author's Notes: 
This is a new kind of piece for me, it\'s written first person and in a conversational tone. It will be 


supernatural but contain some erotica (the really raunchy kind) and romantic twists. 


| knew that going to that house was a bad idea from the very start. 


Granted, we didn't have many choices at the time, since our tourbuses had broken down in the middle of 
"Nowhere, Arkansas," but | knew that walking all the way through the cornfields to that house up on the hill 


was the wrong one. That house gave me the creeps from the very beginning. 


| have a story to tell you. It's about something very strange that happened to us on the road after a gig in 
Little Rock last night. But let me back up and explain some things so that you can understand the dynamics of 
our little group. At the very least | should introduce myself, right? Of course. 


My name is Samaire Martineau and | am 23 years old. For the last three months | have been hanging out with 


my very best friends, the band Avenged Sevenfold, on their North American tour. We have done a lot of 


traveling by air but mostly we've traveled by bus and we've had a blast. We have all been friends for 5 years. 
Well, at least Zacky, Synyster, Johnny, and The Reverend are my friends. M Shadows, for some reason, has 
always ragged on me. But he tolerates my presence because he's had enough arguments with the other boys 
about me to know that no matter what he says, l'm still gonna be around. So mostly he has just gotten used 


to me. 


For the longest time I've treated them all like my brothers. They hit on me a lot, but | used to take it as just 
playful banter until recently. | mean, | never really thought that any of the boys would be interested in me. l'm 
an odd-looking girl, if you ask me. I'm about 517 and 135 Ibs. | have black hair (naturally black) and l'm fairly 
pale. My eyes are blue. The only interesting thing about me I'd say is my figure. I've been told | have a "Barbie 
figure," which makes me want to vomit because | can't fucking stand Barbie, that pampered pink-clad plastic 
sorostitute bitch. | hate to be compared to her, cause | am not exactly prom queen material nor am | living on 
Easy Street, here, okay? But | know they say that because | have a 32C chest, a small waist and | have 
absolutely NO ass, which annoys the hell out of me but there isn't much | can do about it. All the squats in 
the world haven't changed that. 


So how did |, the everyday nonspectacular nonmusician girl, become best friends with ATX, you ask? Well, it all 


started with Syn. 


When | first met him he was I8 and | was about lb. | saw him in McDonald's after a local band's show (he was 
with the other boys of course, but | noticed him first) and | pointed him out to my table full of girlfriends 
who then proceeded to loudly discuss how attractive he was and ask me if | wanted them to go get his phone 
number for me. | was so embarrassed | was trying to hide behind my Quarter Pounder w/ Cheese and they 
just wouldn't stop talking about it. Loudly. Finally my friend Amy asked if | at least wanted her to go find out 
his name. | said yes. So she goes over to the table where all the boys were then sitting, and quite boldly 
introduces herself and asks his name. He told her his name was Synyster Gates. She came back to the table 


and told me to forget all about him because he was apparently crazy. 


| didn't care what he wanted to call himself, | still thought he was the sexiest person I'd ever seen in my life. 
So | was very surprised when, on their way out, the boys came over to our table for a chat. We all ended up 
going to a house party together that night (that none of us knew the host of, oddly) and it was the most fun 
I'd ever had at a party. Now | admit, the boys are not exactly the most wholesome influence. | did a lot of 
things | shouldn't have done - drank a lot and smoked a lot of weed - but Syn was the only guy at that party 
who made sure | got home alright. And that is why we started off on good terms and from there we've just 


gotten closer over the years. And the fact that we are so close is the very reason why I've always been 


afraid to tell him how | feel about him. To tell him that..! love him. 


And | do. When | see him my face just lights up. He is the coolest guy | know, but somehow he's still just a 
really good person. And | have high standards on things like that, you know? But he's there for his friends, he 
does what he says he's going to do, he tries to help people out if he can, he doesn't really hold grudges 
because once he has it out with you about something he's pretty much said all he has to say. If you can make 
it right with him, you're ok by him. He's just everything | think a man should be. When | envision the man of 


my dreams, | envision Syn 


Unfortunately, its just pointless to tell him all of that. | have seen the kind of girls Syn dates and | know that | 
will never be one of them. He likes girls in bands and | have no - and | mean absolutely NO - musical talent. | 
can't even hold a tune. When | sing, dogs howl and glass breaks. (Well, not really. But you know what | mean) His 
girlfriends over the past few years have all been in really good unknown bands or really shitty well-known 
ones. He digs tattooed chicks that play guitar. Chicks that have powerful voices and great stage presence. He 
digs chicks that are so rad they can front their own band and work an entire auditorium. | can't do that. l'm 
going to college for a very NOT rockstarish career in Education Yes, I'm going to be a schoolteacher and teach 


little kindergarten kiddies. Not exactly the glamorous life, is it? 


So about a year into our friendship | figured I'd better do something if | wanted to get his attention. So | 
started taking guitar lessons. Yeah, have | mentioned | have no musical talent? Well in case you forgot..! don't 
have any. | went to official lessons and even tried to get Syn to help me, in hopes that this would bring us 
closer together. Romantically, | mean. All it really did was amuse and frustrate him to no end. It took about b 
months for him to finally give up on me, but we both just kinda accepted that | would never be in the "Women 


of Metal" issue of Revolver magazine. 


So anyway, you would think that since | gave up on guitar | would've given up on Syn, too, right? But | just 
couldn't. | have been flirting my ass off with him for the past year and he just continued to treat me like a 
baby sister that he needed to protect. All of our female friends said that he was just absolutely clueless 
about how | feel about him, but | wondered how that could be. | thought | had been making it quite obvious, 
but Amy told me one day that | needed to "be more obvious." So that's kinda how The Thing happened. 


Now, I'm not trying to confuse you or get off-track here, but | have to tell you about The Thing before we go 
on. The Thing changed things drastically, and The Thing happened the very night before we ended up at The 


House last night. So bear with me, this is very important.. 


The Thing - Part | 


Okay so ATX had just done a show in St. Louis with Coheed and Cambria and after the show we all went out to 
party. We partied at this recording studio with Coheed, some fans, some scenesters and some local bands. We 
stayed for a few hours and we got extremely drunk The boys kept complaining because, to let them tell it, 
there were no hot girls at the party. Not a single one. Shads kept complaining that he hadn't gotten laid since 
Denver, which | really did not care to hear about. On the whole, | try to shy away from all the wanton 


slutery that goes on during tour. | love my boys, but...they love girls. They love girls a lot. (And they love a 
lot of girls. Ha) 


Anyway, so this night none of the girls were up to their ever-escalating standards of hotness, so when we all 
got back onto the bus it was just the six of us. They didn't bring anyone along. | was happy that I'd actually 
get to hang out with my friends for a change. Usually | ended up hiding in my bunk with headphones on blast 


so | wouldn't have to hear them bang airhead groupies. 


"Well, if we're not gonna get laid, we might as well get wasted," Johnny said, pulling a fat plastic baggie full of 
assorted pills out of his pocket. 


"- the fuck is that, dude?" Syn asked, snatching the bag and looking at it. "Looks like some of everything." 
"That's what it is," Johnny said, with a drunken giggle. 


Shadows took the bag and poured it in the candy dish, after having poured all the méms that were in there 
onto the table. "Cooool." 


"You idiot," | said. "If you wanna do random drugs that you don't even know what they are, you can go right 


ahead and fry that one tiny brain cell you have left" 

All the boys started laughing at Shads, who shot me a dirty look. 

"If anyone's missing a few upstairs, it's you," he said. 

"Yeah..not funny," | laughed. 

"Look, | don't pop a lot of pills," Zacky said. "But | will sit here and roll a fatty boom batty." 


"Now that's what I'm talking about," The Rev said, taking a seat on the sofa with Zacky so he can be ready to 
light up the blunt, which Z was already in the process of rolling. 


"Rolling," Syn suddenly said aloud, flashing one of his classic devilish smirks. "That's what we need to do." 


"Yeah, | haven't rolled in a while," Zacky said, abandoning his Ganja. 


| had no comment. Alcohol was my vice of choice. Some occasional weed. But I'd never done anything else. All 


the boys, however, seemed to be in the mood for some Ecstasy. 
"Z, you got any E in here?" Shads asked, sifting through the candy dish. 

"Yeah, dude, right there," he said, pointing out some white pills with cartoon characters indented into the pills. 
"Yeah get that shit," Johnny said, getting all excited 


They counted out like twelve of them. Which definitely left enough to go around. Everybody started popping E, 


washing it down with beer, or in Johnny's case - Vodka 
"You rollin?" Shadows asked me, as if it was a dare. 
"Why not?" | said, taking a pill from the table. 


What did | care? Until the whole incident with The House happened, I'd always considered myself to be fearless. 
So | popped the pill. 


Thirty-five or so minutes later we decided to play a drinking game at the back of the bus. So we were back 
there with a deck of cards trying to play a game called "Drunk Driving" or something like that. | would tell you 
how it's played but we were playing it with Cuervo and | was so fucking drunk at the time that | honestly can't 
remember now. All | remember was that you did something with the cards and whatever card you got was 
the amount of shots you had to take. Or something like that. And | have no clue how many shots | took. | just 


know it was a whole hell of a lot. 


All | remember about that portion of the night was that we all started joking around with each other in a 
very sexual way. And | started getting some ideas. | started thinking about the fact that | was friends with 
five - oops | mean four excluding Shads - of the hottest guys in the world, and | hadn't had sex in 6 months. 
Something about that, in my drunken mind, just seemed wrong. So | decided to make my play for Syn once and 


for all. | decided to follow Amy's advice and make it "more obvious." 


Now..I wish | could tell you how | justified taking my top off. | really wish | could But | think | had no 
justification for it even then. | mean, | could sit here and lie and say it was the alcohol or the Ecstasy, but the 
truth is that | just wanted attention from Syn. And | guess | was too drunk to think of a dignified way to go 
about getting it. So | kinda just started talking about how | wanted to get my nipples pierced because | had 
beautiful nipples. Now | knew that someone was going to make a comment about this, but | didn't know who. It 


turned out to be Johnny. 
"Show and tell," he said. "Don't just tell." 


"Well | don't wanna show you," | said, and laughed in his face. He stuck his tongue out at me. 


"Oh thats mature," | laughed. 

"Well fuck, if you don't wanna show him, show me," Zacky said, with a big cheesy grin 
"Nope," | said, and put my nose in the air. 

"You're no fun," The Rev said. "You're such a stick in the mud" 

"Samaire never gives it up. She probably has cobwebs on her pussy," Shads contributed. 
The other boys laughed, but Syn didn't. 

"Shut the fuck up," | told Shads. “Alright, fine, I'l show." 

| got up, stepped over the table and sat in Syr's lap, then lifted my top. 

He made NO facial expression whatsoever, but he was looking. 

"Well, what do you think?" | asked. 


"I think," he said, pulling my top back down, "that you've had too much to drink and you should probably go to 
bed now and sleep it off." 


| have never felt smaller in my life. 

Or angrier. 

| mean, in hindsight | realize that he could probably foresee the road my behavior was going to take me down 
and was just trying to caution me to be a good girl, but at the time all | saw was rejection And all | felt was 
scorn | felt like he disapproved of me and that he was completely uninterested in seeing any of my body parts. 


In short, my feelings were way hurt. 


"Fuck you," | spat, getting up and tossing myself back onto my previous spot on the sofa. "What the fuck do 


you know anyways?" 
He just shrugged then got up. 
"Where are you going?" | asked, in disbelief. 


"To bed," he said and left. 


| sat there stewing and | had probably turned redder than Santa Claus’ suit. 


"Show us now," Zacky pleaded, paying the previous interaction no mind whatsoever. 

Despite my disappointment with Syn, | started laughing at Zacky. 

"C'mon!" Johnny pouted, 

"Yeah, c'mon. What's a little tit amongst friends?" The Rev joked. 

We were all laughing at that point and | mean, | didn't see any reason to be inhibited. It wasn't like | was with a 
bunch of random guys | picked up at a club. | was with three of my closest friends. And. think part of me 
wanted to spite Syn. Or maybe | just wanted to prove to myself that | was attractive, since I'd just been so 


blatantly rejected. 


Whatever the reason, | decided to show them. 


The Thing - Part 2 
So | tossed my hair back and lifted my shirt with pride. 

‘Ooh, very nice," Johnny said, scooting closer to me. 

"Really?" 

"As far as nipples go, | think yours are absolutely quality," Zacky said. "Can | touch em?" 
"Hey, touching was not the deal,” | said. 

"C'mon, what's a little touching amongst friends?" Rev asked. 

We all snickered drunkenly. 


If you go get em pierced your piercer's gonna touch em," Johnny said. "So you're saying you'll let some 


random strange guy touch em and not us?" 

"Good argument. Alright, I'll let you touch them, but not for free." 

"You mean you'd honestly make us pay you?!" Johnny said, offended. 

"Nooo..| mean I've shown you something, so what are you guys gonna show me?" | asked, raising an eyebrow. 
"Oh | get it," he said, with a naughty grin. "That's fair.” 

"Uh huh," | said, with an equally naughty grin 

"So what do you wanna see?" Rev asked, curiously. 

"You know what | wanna see." 

"No, | don't," Zacky said, playing innocent. "You're gonna have to be really specific.” 


"Okay," | said, leaning forward until | was face to face with him. | looked right into those big green eyes of his 


and | said very slowly: "I want you..to show me..your cock." 
"WHOA" Rev cried. "Holy FUCK! What's happened to our little girl?!" 


"Little girl's gone wild!" Johnny exclaimed, with an overjoyed laugh. "God, | love El" 


The boys cracked up and | couldn't help but laugh, too. 

"Alright," Zacky said, with a confident smirk. "You wanna see Mr. Vengeful?" 

| nodded slowly, biting my pinky with anticipation 

"Alright, here he is," he said. | didn't believe he was really going to show me until | heard the zipper go. 

He just whipped it out right there in front of all of us like it was nothing. Of course, he probably loved showing 
it off. It was about T inches long and pretty thick. And it was pierced at the frenulum. Truthfully, | was kind of 
mesmerized for a few seconds. | had always thought of Zacky as attractive and | had joked with him many 
times about how | would hit it so hard, but | had never really thought about it seriously until that moment. 
And | was seriously thinking about it seriously. | just really wanted to touch it. 

Amongst other things. 


‘Oh..my.." | said, covering my mouth in feigned dainty surprise. "That's..very lovely." 


"What about this?" Rev said, undoing his fly and showing me his equipment. His was a little longer than Zacky’s 
but thinner. It was very attractive, though - smooth and deep pink. 


"I think I'm in heaven right now," | said, in a dreamy voice. 
"Oh not yet," Johnny said, showing me his ‘piece: "Now you're in heaven" 
"| sure am," | said, eyeing his thick, hard, veiny member. 


"So now we get to touch, right?" Zacky asked, with this sexy as hell look on his face and still holding his dick in 
his hand. 


"Be my guest," | said, leaning back. They all surrounded me, looking at me and then touching me. 


| knew what | was getting myself into, or at least | thought | did. But | hadn't factored in the effect that the E 
was going to have on me. And let me tell you, even without the E, getting felt up by three of your very hot 
male friends would be pretty exciting. With E it was mind-numbingly exciting. | don't know how the situation 
escalated so fast, but | don't think it was anything any of us planned, | just started touching Zacky while they 
were touching me. And then The Rev's hand made its way up my skirt and into my panties. We started to kiss, 
taking turns kissing each other. Wait - | mean just them taking turns kissing me. They weren't kissing each 


other. Though that might've been hot. But I'm rambling again. 


So anyway, | was kissing them and touching them and getting really really excited Whatever Rev was doing to 
me with his fingers had me so wet and at that point | was trying to figure out which of them | wanted. The 
answer was all of them. So | started taking their clothes off. They got the idea fast and started stripping off. 


Johnny locked the door then tugged my skirt and panties over my hips. Zacky pulled my top all the way off 
and tossed it. 


The Rev's erection was right in my face so | started to kiss it and all the boys were watching me like | was 
doing the most awe-inspiring magic trick in the world or something. They were just riveted. | didn't mind, 
though, | thought it was hot. So | started to lick it and then suck on it. The Rev was absolutely loving it. Zacky 
knelt between my legs and started to lick me, running his tongue up and down and back and forth on my clit 
and fingering me. | started to moan loudly, still blowing Rev and enjoying every second of it. Johnny was kissing 
and licking me all over, then sucking on my nipples which was only intensifying the pleasure building from what 
Zacky was doing to me. | was completely overcome with sexual pleasure and | knew that | wasn't going to be 


able to take much more without getting off. 


| reached out with my left hand and started to stroke Johnny's cock, but | was having a hard time with all the 
multitasking and | kept getting distracted, so he put his hand over mine to keep me going in a smooth and 
steady motion. It was all just too much for me, | was fucking three of the hottest guys | knew. It was 
apparently too hot for Rev, too, because he warned me that he was going to cum. | didn't stop, | kept going 
until he let out an "Oh Goddddl" and came in my mouth. | didn't mean to swallow but somehow | did. | didn't 
have time to think about it, though, because my own orgasm hit with very little warning. | shuddered out a 
low moan and started to cum, screaming loudly and grabbing a handful of Zacky's black hair, doing my best to 
rub my clit all over his double-pierced mouth. In fact, Johnny and | were both doing a fair bit of moaning and 


groaning. | felt him start to cum all over my hand. 


The Rev started licking on my nipples and Johnny cleaned my hand off with his shirt and started on the other 
nipple while Zacky was playing with my pussy and getting me turned on again. | was stroking Johnny and Rev, 
trying to see how long it took me to get them hard again. The four of us were lost in our own little lusty 
heaven when all of a sudden we heard a banging on the door. Not knocking, banging. 


"WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON IN THERE?!" Syn demanded. 

We all started laughing, and | think that just made him mad because he started to beat on the door even 
harder and try the knob - but it was locked. "Open the fucking door!" 

"NO, you wanted to go to bed, so go to bed!" Johnny yelled. 

"What are you guys doing in there?!" he asked. 


"Fucking Samaire in the ass!" Johnny yelled back. 


Zacky shoved Johnny for saying that, but surprisingly that comment got no reply. And the four of us were 


too drunk and too horny to care. 


We went right back to making out and this time | think we were making even more noise just to annoy Syn. 
Zacky was the only one who hadn't cum yet, so nobody complained when he pulled me to the edge of the 


couch and pushed into me. | was so wet, | knew, and | saw this look of complete and total bliss come over his 


face as he started to pump me. | let out an excited squeal, that piercing felt great. For a moment both the 
other boys were forgotten. | put my hands on Zacky's hips and started to fuck him back. The fit and the 
rhythm was just perfect. And | think something happened then, we looked at each other and smiled, really 
taking a minute to just enjoy it. We kissed each other and it was then that | realized | had a lot of pent up 
attraction to Zacky that | had never acknowledged. It felt good to finally be letting it out. 


All the other boys' protests that it was "time to switch" were ignored. We were completely focused on each 
other. It would've taken a natural disaster to break us up. He repositioned me on the couch so that he was on 
top of me and | was lying on my back. He slowed down a bit, grinding in me in circles. | didn't even know what to 
do with myself, I'd never felt anything so good before and | was digging my fingernails into his back. He sped up 


a bit, starting to pump me faster and harder and | knew it was going to happen again. 
"God, I'm gonna cum!" | screamed, though usually | was the type to be super quiet in bed. 


| just had to let it out. He didn't change what he was doing, he just kept going, driving me closer and closer to 
the edge until my orgasm hit and my insides started to contract forcefully enough to make my whole body 
tense up for a moment as pleasure spread through me. It seemed to last absolutely forever and | was 


completely frantic, working my hips against his and craving more and more pleasure. 


Finally it subsided and | was completely oblivious to anything but my own afterglow, but Zacky was still at it, 
enjoying himself immensely. | didn't mind at all. The only problem was, my drunkenness was starting to take its 
toll. Especially after having had such a deep and satisfying orgasm, my body was starting to shut down | was 
losing energy fost. 


| did my best to keep up with Zacky because | really really wanted him to get off, but | knew | was losing it. 
Changing positions was probably where he messed up. Because that just made it easier for me to pass out. 
Which | must have done, because that moment was the last thing | recalled of the night: 


The Fallout 


So that was The Thing and after The Thing everything changed between all of us. The fallout was just crazy. 
When | woke up the next morning, | was in a strange bunk. | knew it must've been one of the boys’ bunks, but 
which boy it was | did not know. | just knew it smelled good. Like expensive and very sexy cologne. | was 
hungover like never before. | had a splitting headache and | felt like | was going to hurl. | was just hoping | 
wasn't in The Rev's bunk because he is a total neat freak and if | hurled in his bunk he would never forgive 
me. 

| needed water, | knew, and | managed to struggle and make my way out of the bunk and to the kitchen area 
where all of the guys were sitting around the tables and arguing with each other. Oddly, they stopped when | 
came in. Syn practically jumped up and ran over to me. 

"Are you alright?" he asked. 


"Yeah...'m hungover, but otherwise just dandy," | said, not getting where the concern was coming from. 


All the other boys were staring at me with these strange expressions on their faces. They looked almost.. 


guilty. Especially Zacky. Zacky wouldn't even look at me. Which, truthfully, | found really disappointing. 

In fact, if I'm going to be really honest, it hurt. 

"What do you need? Do you need some aspirin?" Syn asked me. 

"No, just some water," | said, yawning. "God, I'm still so sleepy." 

"Go back to bed, I'll bring it to you." 

"What time is it?" 

"Noon" 

"NOON?!" | yelled, and then regretted it as a sharp pain shot through my head. "Ouch...loud sounds not good...” 
"IFs alright," Syn said, hugging me. 

| was surprised. Why was he hugging me? Why couldn't | remember what had happened the right before? 
After the part where | was with Zacky, that is. Did | sleep with Syn, too? Is that why Zacky was mad at me? 
But why would he be mad about that when we were in the process of having a foursome before | passed out? 


Was he mad because I'd passed out? And Syn had told me to go back to bed, but | didn't know whose bed I'd 
even been in! Why wasn't anybody speaking to me except Syn? 


‘lm confused," | said, a little afraid. Syn reached into the fridge and passed me a bottle of water. 
"Cmon," he said, putting his arm around me and leading me to his bunk. "Hop up." 
| climbed into the bunk and realized | was far too tired to ask any questions. 


"Just get some rest," he said. "We'll be in Little Rock in a couple hours. We can talk then. You're sure you're 


okay, right?" 

"Yeah. l'm sure." 

He was about to leave me and he stopped and turned back with an odd expression on his face. 

‘| love you," he said, quietly so the other boys weren't likely to hear. 

"Aw. | love you, too." 

It wasn't uncommon for the boys to tell me they loved me, it just bothered me when Syn said it because he 
didn't love me how | wanted him to love me. He didn't love me like | loved him. And after the previous night | 
was all confused about my feelings for Zacky. | made a mental note to talk to him when we got to Little Rock 
so we could figure things out. Even if he wasn't feeling anything but friendship towards me, | didn't want things 
to get weird between us because of what had happened between us. 

"Syn?" | called, as he turned to leave. 

"Yeah?" 


"What kinda cologne do you wear?" 


Its ‘Very Sexy," he said. "But For Men. Cause there's ‘Very Sexy’ for women and ‘Very Sexy’ for men. And | 


ain't no girl." 

"You're a loser!" | laughed, heartily. 

"I am Synyster Gates and | am very sexy," he said, making a tough guy face and flexing his biceps for me. 
"Whoo!" | cried, fanning myself, dramatically. 


"Ah go to sleep," he smirked, and left. 


When | woke up again we were pulling up at the hotel and everybody was in such a rush to shower and change 


and unpack then pack what they needed for the night and reload the bus so we could get to the venue in time 
for soundcheck. There really was no time to talk about anything and everyone was acting really awkward and 
not really talking, just minding their own business and going through the motions. So | didn't really know what to 
do with myself. 

| never got my own room or anything since | wasn't in the band and | wasn't part of the crew, so | usually just 
crashed with whoever would let me. That day, however, | was unsure of who to even ask. | needed to talk to 
Zacky, but he had run off so fast he was nowhere around. So | grabbed my bag and headed up to his room 
before anyone had the chance to see where | was going. 

| knocked on his door but | was standing to the left of the peephole so | doubt he saw who it was. When he 
opened the door and saw me he looked surprised, then he looked really concerned. He pulled me into the room 
and shut the door behind me. 

‘Samaire, are you alright?" 

"Yes, l'm fine. Why does everyone keep asking me that?" 

"Please tell me you wanted what happened last night," he said, anxiously. 

"| did." 

"Do you remember what happened last night?" 

"Yeah. Some of it" 

"What do you remember?" 

| remember getting really turned on and..the four of us kinda going at it” 

"So you remember that we..l mean you and me, actually...” 


"Yeah, | know," | said. "I wanted to. Why? What's going on? Why is everybody so weird today?" 


"Well Syn was listening at the door and he got all worked up that we were getting it on in there. So he went 
and got Shadows and they kicked the door in 


"What?!" 
"Yeah. They started this big fight saying that you were way too drunk to consent: 


‘Oh my God," | said, starting to figure out the strange vibe and Syn's over-concerned behavior. 


He thought I'd been taken advantage of. Had | been? | thought about it and | just didn't see it that way. We 
were all drunk, | wasn't the only one drunk And | started it, | wanted it and | enjoyed it. What was wrong with 
that? 

"Yeah, and | mean we all felt really bad because Syn was going on and on about how could we do that to our 
own friend. We didn't know what to say and he just picked you up and took you to his bunk supposedly to 
protect you from us." 

"Oh my God," | said again. 

"Did you two..2" 


"| don't know. | don't remember any of that," | said, astounded. 


"| know, because you were so drunk you passed out while we were arguing," he said, getting almost teary-eyed. 
"Syn was right, | never should've -" 


"Aw honey," | said, hugging him. "It's okay." 

| would never do anything to hurt you, Sam. | love you so fucking much." 
"| know, | know. You didn't hurt me." 

"Are you sure?" 

"l'm sure," | said, pulling back. "| wanted you." 

"Because you were drunk," he said, pouting. 

"Noooo, because you are hot," | said, and grabbed his ass. 

He grinned. 

"| never knew you thought that" 


"Well you should've figured it out last night," | joked. "I'm very attracted to you. You're hot and your eyes 


drive me mad with desire. Want me to prove it?" 
"Stop playing Samaire," he said, blushing. 
"l'm not playing.” 


"So..can | kiss you?" 


"No." 

| was joking, but he took me seriously and looked confused, so | kissed him. Zacky has very lovely lips. Aside 
from the piercings, too. He just has adorable lips, the bottom one is so full and suckable. He put his arms 
around me and kissed me back, and I've gotta tell ya - it felt good. Really good. 

"Sam?" he said, between kisses. 

"Hmm?" 

‘I've been crazy about you since | met you," he whispered. 

‘Oh my God, are you serious?" | asked, pulling back to look at him. 

"Yeah," he said, shyly. 

"Well why didn't you ever tell me?" 

"Because. Well, | know how you feel about Syn." 

| didn't know what to say. And | couldn't help but think that if he knew how | felt about Syn, didn't that mean 
that Syn had to know how | felt about him, too? | was apparently being obvious enough, but he just wasn't 
interested in me. Not like that. 

That realization was heartbreaking, but at the same time, it wasn't as bad as it probably could have been, 
because | was now really excited to see what could happen between me and Zacky. Maybe we would be the 
perfect couple and we would date for years and fall in love. Then we'd be inseparable like Bonnie and Clyde or 
Syd and Nancy. 


"Syn and | are close, but we are destined to be platoric," | said. 


It wasn't exactly a lie. Our relationship was entirely platonic. But it wasn't for a lack of trying on my part. | just 


left that part out. 


"What about us?" he asked. "Are we ‘destined to be platonic?" 
"Uhmmm..| don't think so," | smiled. 


"Good. Because l'm about to get in the shower and | was wondering if you'd like to join me?" he asked, looking 


brutally sexy. 


‘Oh yes, | would definitely like to." 


